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CFC 
Written by Mr. GARRICK. 
Spoken by Mr. FOOTE. 


Wi but has read, if you have read at all, 
Of one, they Jack the giant-killer call? 
He was a bold, ſtout, able-bodied man, 
Io clear the world of fee, faw, fum, his plan: 
Whene'er a mon//er had within his power 
A young and tender virgin to devour, | 
To cool his blood, Fack, like a ſkilful ſurgeon, 
Bled well the -:o»fler, and releas d the virgin; 
Like the beſt doctors, did a method learn, 
Of curing fevers never to return. 

Mayn't I this giant. killing trade renew? 
I have my vi, gia and my momfier too. 
Tho' I can't boaſt, like Fack, a liſt of ſlain. 
I wield a lancet and can breathe a vein; 
To his Herculean arm my nerves are weak, 
He cleft his foes, I only make mine ſqueak : 


As Indians wound their ſlaves to pleaſe the court, 


I' tickle mine, Great Si's, to make you ſport. 
To prove myſelf an humble imitator, 

Giants are wices, and Fack ſtands for ſatire; 

By tropes and figures, as it fancy ſuits, 

Paſſions riſe monſters, men fink down to brutes ; 


All talk and write in allegoric diction, 


Court, eity, town, and country run to fiction! 
Each daily paper allegory teaches—— 
Placemen are heufis, and contraftor: leeches ; 

Nay, even Change-alley, where no bard repair, 
Deals much in dation to off their wares; 
For whence the roaring there? — from bulls and bears ! 
The gaming fools are doves, the knaves are rooks, 
Change-alley bankrupts waddle out lame ducks ! 
But, ladies, blame not you your gaming ſpouſes, 
For you, as well as they, have pigeon-houſes. 

. To change the ſigure — formerly I've been, 

To ſtraggling follies only _—_— 


PROLOGUE: 


my royal bounty raiſed, I mount the back 
Of my own hunter, and I keep the pack; 
Tallyho!—arank old fox we now 


So ſtrong the ſeent, you'll run him full in view ; © 


„ * þ 


If we can't kill ſach brates in human ſhape, 
Let's fright 'em, that your chichers may eſcape z 


Rouſe em, when o'er their tender prey they're 
And rub their gums at leaſt, to mar their mumbling. 


umbling, 
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THE MAID OF BATH. 


Acr I. SCENE I 


Tbe Bear Inn at Bath. 
Buter Tilup: 


Fillup. 


WHY, John, Roger, Ralphy, Harry Buckle! 

what a-dickens are become of the lads? 
Can't you hire *—Zure, rüde theſe whelps are 
_ enow to make k man mazed ! 


+9 ſreeral Waiters. 


All, Coming, Sir! 

ilup. Coming | ay, zo be Chriſtmas, I think. 
Where be'ſt thee gwain, boy? what, I reckon 
thee ca'ſt not zee for thy eyes—Here, take the 
candle, and light the gentlefolk in. 


Enter John. 


Jubn, Carry a couple of candles into the 
Daphne. | [ Exeunt Waiters. 

Ela. John, who is it be a come? 

| B 2 | John. 
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John. Major Racket, in a chay and four, 
from the Devizes. ö 

Fillup. What, the young "youth chat laſt zea- 
ſon carried away wi' un Mrs. Muzleneſes *pren- 
tice ? | 

Job., Miſs Patty Prim, from, the Grore? 


Fillup. Ay, zure: Thee doſt know her well 
enow. 


Jobn, The ſame. 

Fillup. Zure and zure, then we ſhall have old 
doing and by; he is a deadly wild ſpark, thee 
doſt know. 


Toy But as good a cuſtomer as comes to the 

Bear 
Fillap. That's zure endugh : Then why doſt 
not run and light un in? Stay! gee I the candle; 
+ I woole go _ light un in myzelf. [ Exit. 
Rack, [without] Gre the poſt· boys half a 

guinea between em. 

Jahm Ay, there is ſome life in this chap! 
| Theſe are your gueſts that give ſpirit to Bath: 
Your paralytical people, that come down to be 
parboiled and pumped, do no good, that I know, 
to the town, unleſs indeed to the e phyſical tribe; 
How I hate to fee an old fellow hobble into the 
houſe, with his feet wrapt in flannel, puſhing 
forth his fingers like a croſs in the hands to 


alt out the different roads on a common fo 
uſn! 


1 nter Rackett and 1 Fillup. 


©. Fillup.\l hope, meſter, you do zee your way : 
There be two ſteps; that you do know. Well, 


zure, I be —_— glad to zee your honour at 
Bath. 


. A 
re Pick FFF Rack 
2 
«=. 4 - 
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Rack. I thank you, my honeſt friend Fillup.— 
What, have you many people in the town? 
Fillup. There ben't a power, pleaſe your 
honour, at preſent. Some zick folk that do no 
Zort of zarvis, and a few layers that be comed off 
a the zircuit, that's all. N 

| Rack, Birds of paſſage, ha, Fillup? 
John. True, Sir; for at the beginning of term, 
when the woodcacks come in, the others fly off. 
Rack, Are you there, honeſt Jack?  «< 
Febn, And happy to ſee your honour in town. 
Rack, Well, maſter Fillup, and how go you- 
on? any clubs fixed as yet? 5 
Fillup. No, Zir, not to zay fixed; there be 
parſon Pulruddock from the Land's-End, thaſter 
Evan Thomas, a Welch attorney, two Briſtol 
men, and a few port- drinking people, that dine 
every day in the Lion; the claret- club ben't ex- 
peed down till the end of next week. 


— 


Rack. Any body, in the houſe that I know? 
Fillup. Les, zure: Behind the bar there be 
Sir Chriſtopher Cripple, freſh out of a fit of 
the gout, drinking a drop of punch along wy 
Meffer Peter Poultice, the potter - carrier on the 
Parade. : | 
| Rack. The Gazettes of the Bath; the very men 
I want. Give my compliments to the gentlemen, 
and tell them I ſhould be glad of their company. 
But, perhaps it may be troubleſome for Sir Chriſ- 
Fillup. No, no, not at all; at preſent he's a 
little tender for zure; but I warrant un he'll make 
a a ſhift to hobble into the room. [Exit 
_ Rack, Well, Jack, and how fares it with you? 
Lou have throve, I hope, ſince I ſaw you? 
John, Throve? no, no, Sir: Your honour 
„ knows 
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Knows that during the ſummer, taverns and turn- 
ſpits have but little to do at Bath. 
| Kack. True. But what is become of your col- 
league, honeſt Ned? I hope he has not quitted 
his place.” 1h, 

John. The ſhare he had in your honour's in- 
trigue with Miſs Prim, ſoon made this city too 
hot for poor Ned. Kh: 3 
Rack, Then why did not the fool go to Lon- 
don with me? The fellow has humour, ſpirit, 
and ſings a good ſong. I intended to have re- 
commended him to one of the theatres. 5 

John. Why, Sir, Ned himſelf had a bias that 
way; but his uncle, Alderman Surcingle the ſadler, 
a piece of a Puritan, would not give his conſent. 

Rack, Why not? 6 
John. He was afraid that kind of life might 

corrupt orendanger Ned's morals; fo has ſet him 
up in a bagnio at the end of Long-Acre. 
| Rack, Nay, if the fellow falls after ſuch a 
ſecurity 5 
Sir Chr. (without.) At what a rate the raſcal 
18 running! Zounds, I believe the fellow thinks 
I can foot it as faſt as Eclipſe! Slower, and be—— 


Enter Sir Chriflopher Cripple and Fillup, followed by, 
| Peter Poultice. 15 


Where is this rakehelly, rantipole? Jack, ſet me 

a chair.— So, Sir! you muſt poſſeſs a good ſhare 

of aſſurance to return to this town, after the 

tricks you have played.—Fillup, fetch in the 
punch? - Well, you ungracious young dog, and 
what is become of the poor wench? Ah, poor 

Patty! and here too my reputation is ruined as 

well as the girl's. 7 

Rack, Your reputation ? that's a good jeſt. 
| | | Sir Chr. 


N ; : 
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Sir Chr, Yes, firrah, it'is; and all owing to 
my acquaintance with you: I, forſooth, am 
called your adviſer; as if your own contriving 
head and profligate heart ſtood in need of any 
aſſi ſtance from me. „„ 
Rack. Well, but, dear Sir Kit, how can this 
idle ſtuff affect you? SE 
Sir Chr. How? eaſy enough: I will be judged 
now by Poultice.—Peter, ſpeak truth! before 
this here blot in my eſcutcheon, have not you 
obſerved, when I went to either a ball or a break- 
faſting, how eagerly all the girls gathered round 
me, gibing, and joking, and giggling? gad take 
me, as facetious and free as if 1 were their father 
Poul. Nothing but truth. TS 
Fillup. That's truth, to my zertain knowledge; 
for I have zeen the women: folk tittering, 'till 
they were ready to break their zides, when your 
honour was throwing your double tenders about. 
Sir Chr, True, honeſt Fillup.—Before your 
cursed affair, neither maid, widow, or wife was 
afhamed of converſing with me; but now, when 
I am wheeled into the room, not a ſoul under 
ſeventy will venture within ten yards of my chair: . 
I am ſhunned worſe than a leper in the days of 
King Lud; an abſolute hermit in the midſt of a 
croud | Speak, Fillup, is not this a melancholy 
truth? 
Fillup, Very molycolly, Zure! 
Sir Chr, But this is not all; the crop- eared 
curs of the city have taken it into their empty 
heads to neglect me: Foymerly, Mr. Mayor 
could not devour a cuſtard, but I received a 
civil card to partake; but now, the rude raſcals, 
in their buſhy bobs, bruſh by me without deign- 
ing to bow! in ſhort, 1 do not believe I have 
5 B 4 had 


| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
j 
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| had a corporation cruſt in my mouth for theſe 


ſix months: You might as well expect a miniſter 
of ſtate at the Manſion- Houſe, as ſee me at one 
of their feaſts —— 

Fillup, His honour tells nothing but truth. 

Sir Chr. So that J am almoſt famiſhed, as well 
as forſaken. 
Fillup. aye Res, as a body may Zay, 
meter. 

Sir Chr. Oh, Tom, Tom, you have been a 
curſed acquaintance to me! what a number of 


fine turtles and fat haunches of veniſon has your 


wickedneſs loſt me! 

Rack. My dear Sir Kit, for this I merit your 
thanks: How often Dr. Carawitchet has told 
you, . rich food and champaigne would produce 

you nothing but poor health and real pain? 

Sir Chr, What ſignifies the prattle of ſuch 2 
h puppy as he? what, I ſuppoſe, y 
would ſtarve me, you ſcoundrel! When I hg 


got out of one fit, how the devil am I to gather 


repgth to encounter the next? Do you think 
it is to be done by fipping and ſlopping? C drinks] 
But no matter! Look you, major Rackett, all 


between us is now at an end; and, Sir, I ſhould 


conſider it as a particular favour if you would 
take no further notice of me: I ſincerely deſire 
to drop your acquaintance; and, as to myſelf, 


Jam fixed, 2 fixed, to reform. 


Rack. Re ? Ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Chr. Reform! and why not? Well! you 


ſhall ſee! the whole city ſhall ſee! As ſoon as 
ever I get to my lodgings, I will ſend for Luke 


Lattitat and Codicil, and make a handſome be- 
queſt to the hoſpital. 
Rack. Stuff! 
Sir Chr. Then I am reſolved to be carried 
every 
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every day to the twelve.o'clock prayers, at the 
Abby, and regularly twice on a Sunday. 
Nack. Ha, ha, ha, ha! | | 
Sir Chr. Ha, ha, ha! you may laugh; but 
I'll be damn'd if I don't! and if all this don't 
recover my credit, I am determined, beſides, to 
hire a houſe in Harlequin-Row, and be a con- 
ſtant hearer at the counteſs's chapel— —_ 
Rack. And ſo, perhaps, turn out a field- 
preacher 1n time. we 1 
Sir Chr. ] don't know but I may 


Rack. Well then, my dear Sir Chriſtopher, | 


adieu! But, if we muſt part, let us part as friends 
ſhould; not with dry lips, and in anger. Fillup, 
take care of the knight. | Fillup fills the glaſſes. | 
Well, faith, my old crony, I can't ſay but I am 
heartly ſorry to loſe you; many a brave batch 
have. we broached in our time. ES. 

lf ß ooo gw; 
| Rack. Don't you remember the bout we had 
at the Tuns, in the days of Plump Jack? I 
ſhall never forget! After you had felled poor 
Falſtaff with a pint bumper of burgundy, how 
you beſtrode the proſtrate hero, and in his own 
manner cried, © Crown me, ye ſpirits that de- 
light in gen'rous wine!“ 


Sir Chr, Vanity, mere vanity, Tom, nothing 


but vamty! path ro 

| Rack, And then another day at the—But re- 
pleniſh, Fillup! the bowl 1s not empry ? | 

Sir Chr. Enough, enough 

Rack, What, don't flinch, man! it is but to 
finiſh the bowl. Come, Sir Chriſtopher, one 
tender ſqueeze | 1 | 

Sir Chr. Take care of my hand! none of your 
old tricks, you young dog. = 

| ack, 


8 n — 1 — " 
. 3 TER. A EE 


a THE MAID OF BATH. 


Rack, Gentle as the lick of a lap-dog ; ; there! — 
What Ocleck is it, Fillup? P 

Fillup. I'll tell you, meſter [Jooks, at his _ 
Juſt turned a ſx. 

Rack, So ſoon? Hang it, Sir Kit, it is too 
early to part. Come, what fay ou to one ſup- 

r more? but one, by way of ſacrifice to the 

acred feelings of friendſhip; ? Honeſt Fillup knows 
. your taſte; he will toſs you up a+— © 

$ir Chr, Not a morſel, Tom, if you would give 
me the univerſe! 

Rack. Phb, man! only a Sandwich or ſo.- — 
Fillup, what haſt got in the houſe? 
Fillap. A vamous John Dorey, two pair of 
ſoals, and there be a joint of Landſdown mutton; 
and then, you do know, my Molly be! vamous in 
making tharrow-puddens. wy 
Rack. A fine bill of fare. come, knight, what 
| do you chooſe? 

Sir Chr. Me! why you ſeem to have forgot 
what I told you juſt now. 

Rach, Your defign to form? not at all; and 
T think you quite right; perfectly fo, as I hope 
to be ſaved: But what needs all this hurry? to- 
morrow is a new day; it will then be early enough. 
F "up, ſend us in juſt what you will. 

Sir Chr. You are a coaxing, cajoling young 
dog Well, if it muſt be . Fillup, it muſt. 
Fillup, get me an anchovy-toaſt; and, do you 
hear? a red herring or two, for my ftomach 1 
damnably weak. 

_ Fillup. 1 ſhall be zure, zur. [Exit 

Rack, So] that's ſettled. - Now, Poultice! 
Come forward. Well, my blades, and what news 
have you got ſtirring amongſt you? 

Peul. Except a Bitte run of ſore throats about 

the 
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the beginning of autumn, and a few feeble fel- 
lows that dropt off with the leaves in een, the 


town is in tolerable— 


Rack, Pox of the dead and the dying! but 


what amuſements have you got for the living? 
Poul. There is the new playhouſe, you know. 
Nacht. True: But as to the mitfical world; 
what hopes have we there? any of the opera peo- 
ple among you? Apropos what is become of my 
little flame, La petite Rojgnale, wah EP little 
Linnet? is ſhe ſtill— 
Sir Chr, Loft, totally loſt! 21 04 
- Loſt! what, left you? 1 am boy for 
that | 
Sir Chr. Worſe, worſe |! 659 ad : 
Rack, I hope ſhe an't dead. 
Sir Chr. Ten thouſand times worſe than all that 
| Rath, How the deuce can that be? 
Sir Chr. Juſt going to be buried alive—to. be 
married. ö 
Rack. Pho! is that all? The ceremony was, 
indeed, formerly looked upon as a kind of meta- 


phorical grave; but the ſyſtem is changed, and 


marriage is now conſidered as an entrance to a 
new and better kind of life. 

Sir Chr. Indeed! | 

| Rack, Pſhaw! who talks now wink the drudger 
of domeſtic duties, of nuptial chains, andofhonds? 
mere obſolete words! they did well enough in 
the dull days of queen Beſs; but a modern laſs 


puts on fetters to enjoy the more freedom, and 


pledges her faith to one, that ſhe may be at li- 
berty to beſtow her favours on all. 


Sir Chr, What vaſt improvements Are daily 


made in our morals! what an unfortunate dog 
am I, to come into the world at leaſt halt a cen- 


ru Y | 
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tury too "ROT" what would I give to be born 


twenty years hence]! there will be damned fine 

doings then! hey, Tom? But I'm afraid our 

57 little girl won't have it in her power to profit 
theſe prodigious improvements. 


all Why not? J 
Sir Chr. Oh, when you once hear the name e of 
her partner—— — 


Rack, Who is it? 


Sir Chr. An acquaintance of yours: Only that 
old fuſty, ſhabby, ſhuffling, money-loving, 


water-drinking, mirth-marring, amorous old 
| Hunks, maſter Solomon Flint. 


= Rack, He that enjoys—owns, I mean—half the 
farms in the country? 

Sir Chr. He, even he. 

| Rack, Why, he is ſixty at leaſt: What a filthy 


old goat! But then, how does this deſign ſuit with 


this avarice? the girl has no fortune. 


Sir Chr, No more than what her talents will 


give her. 


Rack, Why, the poltroon does not mean to 


profit by them? 


Sir Chr. Perhaps, if his family ſhould chance 
to encreaſe: But I believe his main motive is the 
hopes of an heir. 

# Rack. For which he muſt be indebted to ſome 
of his neighbours: In that point of light, the 
matter is not ſo much amiſs. It is impoſſible 
ſhe can be fond of the fellow; and it is very hard, 


with the opportunities this Place will afford, if, 
in leſs than a month, I don't 


Sir Chr, This place Why, you don't ſuppoſe 


he'll truſt her here for an hour? 


Rack, How! 8 
Sir Chr, Not a moment: The ſcheme is all 
18 oner; ſettled; 
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ſettled; the rumbling old family- coach carries 

her immediately from the church- door to his 

moated, haunted, old houſe in the country. 
Rack. Indeed | | 


Sir Chr. Where, beſides the Argus himſelf, 


ſhe will be watched by no leſs then two brace of 
his ſiſters; four as malicious, muſty old maids as 
ever were ſoured by ſolitude, and the neglect of 
the world. „ FP 

Ract. A guard not to be corrupted or cozened. 
Why, Sir Chriſtopher, in a Chriſtian country 
this muſt not be ſuffered. What! a miſerable 


tattered old fellow like him, to monopolize ſuch 


a tempting creature as her? 
Sir Chr. A diabolical plan 5 


Rack. Beſides, the ſecluding and immuring a 


girl poſſeſſed of her elegant talents, is little better 
than robbing the world. 
Sir Chr. Infamous! worſe than a rape! But, 
where are the means to prevent it? 
Rack, Much might be done, if you would 
lend us your aid. 


Sir Chr. Me! of what uſe can I=And ſo, you | 


raſcal, you want to employ me again as your pimp? 
| Rack, You take the thing wrong: I only wiſh 


you to ſtand forth, my dear knight; and, like. 
myſelf, be the protector of innocence, and a trug 


friend to the publick. 


Sir Chr. A true friend to the publick! a fine 


ſtalking-horſe that! But, I fear, like other pre- 


tenders, Tom, when your own private purpoſe . 


is ſerved, the poor publick will be left in the lurch. 
But, however, the poor girl does deſerve to be 


with my plan of reforming 


ſaved; and if I can do any thing, not inconſiſtent 


Rack. 
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mean by this meeting? 


Rack. That was ſpoke like yourſelf. Upon 
what terms are you and Flint at preſent ? 

Sir Chr. Oil and vinegar are ſcarce ſo oppoſite, 

Rack, Poultice, you ſmoke a pipe with him 
ſometimes: Pray, who are your party? 

Poul, Mynheer Sour-Crout, Monſieur de Jar- 
{ey the port manufacturer, Billy Button the tay- 
lor, Maſter Flint and I, moſt evenings take a 
whiff here. 

| Rack, Are you all in his confidence on this 
great occaſion ? 

Poul. Upon this caſe we have had conſultations; 
but Billy button is firſt in his fayour; he likes his 
preſcription the beſt. 

Rack, From this quarter we muſt begin the 


attack: Could not we contrive to convene this 
illuſtrious ſenate to-night? 


Poul. I ſhould think eaſily enough. 

| Rack, But before you meet here? 

Poul. Without doubt. 

Rack. My dear Poultice, will you undertake 
the commiſſion? 

Poul. I will feel their pulſes, to oblize Sir 
Chriſtopher Cripple, 

Sir Chr, But, Peter, doſt really think this raſh 
fool is determined ? 


Poul. I believe, Sir Chriſtopher, he is firmly 
Perſuaded, that nothing will allay this uncom- 


mon heat in his blood, but — the pill 
matrimonial. 

Rack. We muſt contrive at leaſt to take off the 
gilding, and ſee what effect chat will have on his 
courage. [ Exit Poul. 

Sir Chr. Well, Major, unfold ! what can you 


Rack, 
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Rack. Is it poſſible you can be at a loſs? you 
who have ſo long ſtudied mankind? 
Sir Chr. Explain. | 
Rack. Can't you conceive what infinite ſtrug- 
- gles muſt have been felt by this fellow, before he 
could muſter up courage to engage in this dread- 
ful perilous ſtate, How often have you heard 
the proverbial puppy affirm, that marriage was 
fiſhing for a ſingle cel among a barrel of ſnakes! 
what infinite odds, that you laid hold of the eel! 


and then a million to one but he ſlipt through 
your fingers! 


Sir Chr, True, true. 

Rack. Can't you, then, gueſs what will be 
his feelings and fears when it comes to the puſh? 
Do you think publick opinion, his various doubts 

of himſelf, and of her, the pride of his family, 
and the f d claims of avarice (his ruling paſ- 


ſion 'till now), won't prove near an equipoiſe to 
his love? 


Sir Chr. Without doubt. 

Rack. At this critical period, won't the con- 
curring advice of all his aſſociates, think you, 
deſtroy the balance at once? 

Sir Chr. Very probably, Tom, I confeſs. 

Rack. As to our engines, there is no fear of 
them : Billy Button you have under your thumb; 
I'll purchaſe a pipe of port of de Jarſey; aud we 
are ſure of old Sour-Crout for a hamper of hock. 

Sir Chr. Right, right!—Bur, after all, what is 
to become of the girl? Come, Tom, Tl have 
no foul play ſhewn to her. 


Rack, Her real happineſs i is part of my project. 
Enter Fillup. 


Fillup. Here be Mynheer Sour-Crout and 
Mounſeer de Jarſey a come. 


Sir Chr. 
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Sir Chr, We will attend them. — Only think, 
Tom, what a villain you will be to make me the 
ſecret inſtrument of any more miſchief. 

Rack. Never fear. a 

Sir Chr. Particularly, too, now am fixed to 
reform. | | 1 - 

- Rack, It would be criminal in the higheſt 


Sir Chr, Ah, rot your hypocritical face !—1 
am half afraid, Tom, to truſt you ; I'll be hanged 
if you ha'n't ſome wicked deſign yourſelf on the 
girl! but however, I waſh my hands of the guilt. 

© Rack, My dear knight, don't be ſo ſqueamitſh ! 
But the gentlemen within Stay] who have we 
here? Ah, my old friend maſter Button! 


Enter Button. 


Button, Your worſhip is welcome to town |— 
But where 1s Sir—Oh! I underſtood as how your 
hynour had ſent for me all in a hurry: I ſhould 
have brought the patterns before, if I had them: 
the worſt of my enemies can't ſay but Billy But- 
ton is punctual. Here they be: I received them 
to- night by Wiltſhire's waggon, that flies in eight 
8 ö 
Sir Chr. Tomorrow, Billy, will do; take a ſeat. 
Button. I had rather ſtand. | 


Sir Chr, I wanted to talk to you upon another 


affair. What, I ſuppoſe, you are very buſy at 
preſent? | 

Button, Vaſt buſy, your honour. 

Sir Chr, This marriage, I reckon, takes up 


moſt of your time. 


Button. Your honour? 
Rack, Miſs Linnet, and your old maſter Flint, 


you know. | 
5 Button. 


* 
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Button, Oh, ay! But the ſquire does not intend 
to cut a daſh till the ſpring. 


Sir Chr, No! nothing has ee, I hope? 
affairs are all fixed? 

Button. As a rock: I am faite, now, it can't 
fail; becauſe why, I have premptory orders to 
h ſcour and new-line the coachman and footman's 
old frocks; and am, beſides, to turn the lace, 
and freſh-button the ſuit his honour made up 


twenty years ago comes next Lent, when he was 
ſhreif for the county. 


Rack. Nay, thin. it is determined. 
Button, Or he would never have gone to ſuch 
an expence. 


Sir Chr, Well, Billy, and what is your private 
opinion, after all, of this match? 


Button. It is not becoming, your honour knows, 
for a tradeſman like me to give his 

Rack. Why not? Don't you think now, Billy, 
it is a bold undertaking for a man at his time of 
life? 

Button. Why, to be ſure, his honour is a little | 
ſtricken in years, as a body may ſay; and, take 
all the care that one can, time will wear the nap 
from even ſuperfine cloth; ſtitches tear, and 
elbows will out, as they ſay 


Sir Chr. And beſides: Bil, the bride” 8 a mere 
baby. 

Burton. Little better, your honour: But ſhe 
is a tight bit of ſtuff, and I am confident will turn 
outwell in the wearing. I once had ſome thoughts 
myſelf of taking meaſure of Miſs. 

Rack. Indeed! 

Butten. Yes; and, to my thinking, had made 

retty good progreſs; becauſe why, at church 
0 a Sunday ſhe ſuffered me to look for the leſſons; 


C 5. and 
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and moreover, many a time and oft have we fung 


plalms out of the very ſame book. 


Rack. That was going a great way, 

Button. Nay, beſides, and more than all that, 
ſhe has at this precious minute of time a pincuſhion 
by her ſide of my own preſentation. CPD 

Rack, Ay! and how came the treaty broke off? 

Button. Why, who ſhould ſtep in in the nick, 
but the very ſquire himſelf? | ; 

Sir Chr, 1 afraid, Bill, your beauty is a lit- 


tle bit of the jilt. 


Button. No, your worſhip; it is all along with 
her mother: Cauſe her great aunt, by her father's 
fide, was a clargyman's daughter, ſhe is as prag- 


matic and proud as the Pope; ſo, forſooth, no- 


thing will pleaſe her for Miſs, but a bit of quality 
binding. CH . b 

Rack. I knew the refuſal could not come from 
the girl; for, without a compliment, Billy, there 


is no compariſon between you and the—why, 


you are a pretty, flight, tight, light, nimble— 
Button, Yes; very nimble and flight, and we 


are both of a height: Ha, ha, ha! 2 


Sir Chr, Why, love has made Billy a poet. 

Butten, No, no; quite accident, as I hope to 
be kiſſed. 

Rack. And your rival is a fuſty, foggy, lum- 
beting log! 5 

Button. For all the world like my gooſe ; plaguy 
hot and damned heavy, your honour. 5 

Sir Chr. Why, Billy blazes to-day, _ 

Button, And woa my purſe, mayhap, ben't 


ſo heavy as his'n, yet 1 contrives to pay every 
body their own. 
Rack, I dare ſay. 1 a 
Button. Ay; and J have, beſides, two houſes in 
TORY 5 Avon- 
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Avon-Street; and, perhaps, a bit or two of land 
in a corner. dp | | 
Sir Chr. Oh, the curmudgeonly rogue 


Button. And, moreover, if madam Linnet 


talks of families, I would have her to know that I 
have powerful relations as well as herſelf; There's 
Tommy Button, my uncle's own ſon, that has an 
employment under the government. 

Sir Chr, Ay, Billy! what is it? 
Button. At this very time he is an exciſeman at 
- Wapping. And, beſides, there is my couſin 


6 . 


Paul Puff, that kept the great paſtrycook's ſhop 


in the Strand, now lives at Brentford, and 1s 
made a juſtice of the peace. 935 
Rack. As this is the cafe, I don't think it will 
be difficult yet to bring matters to bear. 
Sir Chr, If Bill will but follow directions. 
Button, I hope your honour never found me 
deficient, 
Sir Chr, We will inſtruct you further within, — 
Major Racket, your hand! $A 


Button. Let me help you. Folks may go fur- 


ther and fare worſe, as they ſay: Why, I have 
ſome thoughts, 1f I can call in my debts, to re- 
tire into the country, and ſetup for a gentleman. 
Rack, Why not? one meets with a great num- 
ber of them who were never bred to the buſineſs. 
Button. I a'n't much of a mechanic at preſent; 
] does but juſt meaſure and cut. 
Rack. No? 88 | 
Button, I don't think that I have fat croſs-legg'd 
for theſe fix years, l 
Rack, Indeed? | 


Button. And who can tell, 735 honour, in 2 
. 


few years, if I behaves well, but, like couſin 
Puff, I may get myſelf put in the commiſhon ? 
C2 Sir Chr, 


ff 
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Sir Chr, The worſhipful William Button, 
eſquire— it ſounds well. I can tell you, Billy, 
there have been magiſtrates made of full as bad 
materials as ou. _ 


ACT IE. SCENE I, 
Enter Mrs, Linnet and Miſi. Linnet. 


Mrs, Linnet. 


—— YES, Kitty, it is in vain to deny it! I am 
convinced there is ſome little, low, pal- 

try paſſion, that lurks in your heart. 

Mis Lin. Indeed, my dear mother, you wrong 
m_ 6c Si 

Mrs. Lin. Indeed, my dear Miſs, but I don't! 
what elſe could induce you to reject the addreſſes 

of a lover like this? Ten thouſand pounds a year! 
| Gads my life, there is not a lady in town would 
refuſe him, let her rank be ever fo—— 

Miſs Lin, Not his fortune, I firmly believe. 

Mrs. Lin. Well! and who now-a-days mar- 
ries any. thing elſe? Would you refuſe an eſtate, 
becauſe it happened to be a little encumbered? 
you muſt conſider the man in this caſe as a kind 
of a mortgage. 1 HHP 
Miß, Lin. But, the diſproportion of years 
Mrs. Lin. In your favour, child; the incum- 

brance will be the ſooner removed. 
Miß Lin. Then, my dear mother, our minds; 
how very widely they differ! my nature is liberal 
and frank, though J am but a little removed 
from mediocrity; his heart, in tha very, hoſom of 
wealth, 15, ut to every ſocial lenſatioh. 


Ars. Lin. 
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Mrs. Lin. And yet, Miſs, this heart you have 
had the good luck to unlock. I hope you don't 
urge his offers to you as a proof of his paſſion 
for money? why, you forget yourſelf, Kate; 
who, in the name of wonder, do you think that 
you are? What, becauſe that you have a baby 
face, and can bawl a few ballads —— 

Miß, Lin, Nay, madam, you know I was never 
vain of my talents; if they can procure me a 
decent ſupport, and in ſome meaſure repay my 
father and you for their kind cultivation— 

Mrs. Lin. And how long are you ſure your 

talents, as you call 'em, will ſerve you? Are a 
ſor of features ſecure againſt time? wont a ſingle 
fore throat deſtroy the boaſted power of your 
pipe? But ſuppoſe that ſhould not fail, who can 
inſure you againſt the whim of the publick ? will 
they always continue their fayour ? 

Miſs Lin, Perhaps not. 
© Mrs, Lin. What muſt become of you then? 

Now by this means you are ſafe, above the 
reach of ill. fortune. Beſides, child, to put your 
own intereſt out of the queſtion, have you no 

tender feelings for us? Conſider, my love (you 
don't want for good nature), your conſent to this 
match will, in the worſt of times,, ſecure a firm 
and able friend to the family. 

Miß Lin. You deceive yourſelf, indeed, my 
dear mother: He a friend ! I dare believe the 
firſt proof you will find of his friendſhip, will be 
his poſitive commands to break off all correſpond- 
ence with every relation I have. | 
Uri. Lin, That's a likely ſtory indeed! Well, 
child, I muſt ſet your "Sym to work; I find 
what little weight my arguments have. . 

L. Cath, Calbe. Is Mefireſs Linnet within? 
x „ Mrs, Lin. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Urs. Lin. Oh, here comes a protectreſs of 


yours, Lady Catharine Coldſtream; ſubmit the 


matter to her: She can have no views, is well 
read in the ways of the world, and has your in- 
"tereſt fincerely at heart. 


Enter Lady Catharine Coldftream. 


I. Cath. How is aw wi you, Meſtreſs Linnet 
and Meſs? what a dykens is the matter wi Meſs? 
ſhe ſeems got quite i'the dumps: I thought you 


were aw ready to jump oot o' your ſkens at the 


bonny proſpec afore you. 
Mrs. Lin. Indeed, I wiſh your ladyſhip would 
take Kitty to taſk ; for what I ſay ſignifies no- 


| thin Ys 


I. Cath, Ah! that's aw wrang ! What has 


been the mater, Meſs Kitty? you ken weel 


enow that children owe an implecit conceffion 
to their parents; it is na for bairns to litigate the 


wull of their friends. 


Mrs, Lin. Eſpecially, my lady, in a caſe where 


their own happineſs is ſo nearly concerned: 
There is no perſuading her to accept Mr. Flint's 
offers. 8 | | | 


L. Cath. Gad's mercy, Meſs, how comes aw 


this about? do na you think you ha drawn a 


braw ticket in the lottery o' life? do na you 
ken that the mon is laird of aw the lond in the 


country? 


Miſs Lin, Your ladyſhip knows, madam, that 


Teal happineſs does not depend upon wealth. 


L. Cath. Ah, Meſs, but it is a bonny engre- 
dient. Don't you think, Meſtreſs Linnet, the 


laſs has got ſome other lad in her heed? 


Mrs. Lin, Your ladyſhip joins in judgment 
with 
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With me: I have ä her; but ſhe ſtoutly 
denies it. 

L. Cath. Meſs, you munna be baſhful: An 
you ſolecit a cure, your phyſician muſt ken the 
cauſe o' your malady. 

Mifs Lin. Your ladyſhip may believe me, ma- 
dam, I have no complaint of that kind. 

L. Cath. The laſs i is obſtinate. Meſtreſs Linnet, 
cannot yourſel gi a guels? 

Mrs. Lin. I can't fay that I have obſerved— 
Indeed, ſome time ago, ] was inclined to believe 
Mr. Button 

L. Cath, What! yon taylor in Stall- Street ? 
Ah, Mrs. Linnet, you are aw oot in your guels: 
The laſs is twa weel bred, and twa ſaunzy to gi 
her heart to fik a burgis as he: Wully Button? 
nae, he 1s nae the lad avaw. 4 | 

| Mrs. Lin. Major Racket, I once thought 
but your ladyſhip knows his affairs took a dif- 
ferent turn. 

IT. Cath. Ah! Racket! that's another man's 
mater: Laſſes are apt enow to ſet their hearts 
upon ſcarlet; a cockade has muckle charms wi 
our ſex; yes. Well, Meſs, cvines the wind fra 
that corner? 

Miſs Lin. Does your ladyſhip think, to diſlike 
Mr. Flint, it is abſolutely neceſſary to have a 
pPrepoſſeſſion for ſomebody elle ? 

L. Cath, Mrs. Linnet, an you wull withdraw 
for a while, perhaps Meſs may throw aff her 
reſerve, when there's nobody by but ourſelves; 

a mother, you ken weel, may prove ane too 
many ſome times. 

Mrs. Lin. Your ladyſhip 1 is moſt exceedingly 
kind.— D' ye hear, Kitty? mind what her lady- 


C4 ſnip 
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ſhip ſays; do, my dear; and be ruled by your 


friends; they are older and wiſer than you. [ Exit. 

10 Cath, Well, Meſs, what's the cauſe of aw 
this ? what makes you ſo averſe to the wull of 
your friends ? 

Miſs Lin; Your ladyſhip knows Mr. Flint. 

L. Cath. Ay, unco weel. 

Miſi Lin. Can your ladyſhip then be at a loſs 
for a cauſe ? 

L. Cath, I canna ſay Mr. Flint is quite an 
Adonis; but wha is it that in matrimony gets aw 
they wiſh ? When I entermarried with Sir Laun- 
celot Coldſtream, I was e'en fik a ſprak laſs as 
yourſel, and the baronet bordering upon his 
grand climacteric. You mun ken, Meſs, my fa» 
ther was ſo unſaunzy as to gang out wi' Charley 
in the forty-five ; after which, his fidelity was 


rewarded in France by a commiſſion that did na 


bring him in a bawbee, and a penſion that he 
never was paid. 


Miſs Lin. Infamous ingratitude! 

L. Cath. Ay; but I dinna think they will find 
ony mair ſik ools i' the North. 

Miſs Lin. | hope not. | 

L. Cath. After this, you canna think, Meſs, 
there was mickle filler for we poor bairns that 


were left; ſo chat, in troth, I was glad to get an 


eſtabliſhment ; and ne'er heeded the di parity 
between my guid mon and myſel. 

Miſs Lin. Your ladyſhip gave great proofs of 
your prudence ; but my affairs are not altogether 
ſo dele erate. 

L. Cath, Gad's mercy, Meſs ! I hope you dinna 
make any compariſon between Lady Catharine 


Coldſtream, wha has the beſt blood in Scotland 


that runs in her veins— 


Miſe 
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Miſs Lin. I hope your ladyſhip does not ſup- 


oſe 
d L, Cath. A- lad lineally deſcended fra the 
great Oſſian himſelf, and allied to aw the illuſtri- 
ous houſes abroad and at home 

Miſi Lin. 1 beg, madam, your ladyſhip— 

Z. Cath, And Kitty Linnet, a little play. actor, 
wha gets applauded or hiſſed juſt e' en as the mo- 
bility wulls. 

- Miſs Lin. I am extremel concern d, that— 

I. Cath. Look' ye, Meſs, 1 will cut maters 
mort: You ken weel cnow, the firſt notice that 
e'er I took of you was on your acting in Allan 
Ramſay's play of Patie and Roger; ere fin I hae 
been your faſt friend; but an you continue ob- 
ſtinate, and will na ſuccumb, I ſhall ſtraightway 

withdraw my rotection. 

Ait Lin. hall be extremely unhappy 1 in 
| whe your ladyſhip's favour. 
a T. Cath Mets, that depends entirely en pee 
- 

Mi 7 Lin, Well, madam, as a proof how highly 
I rate it, and how defirous I am of obeying the 
commands of my parents, it ſha'n't be my fault 
if their withes are not accompliſhed. 

IL. Cath. That's aw wright now, Kitty: Gi 
me a kiſs! you are the prudent laſs that I 
thought you. Love, Mes, is a paſtime for boys 
and green girls; aw ſtuff, fit for nothing * 
novels and romances; there is nathing ſolid, 
ſtability. 

Miß Lin. Madam 

L. Cath. But to fix your fortune at once, to 
get above the power vo the world, that, child, is 
a ſerious concern. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Lin. [without.} With your ladyſhip's 
leave-—— | | 
L. Cath, You may come in, Mrs. Linnet ; 


Enter Mrs. Linnet. 


your daughter is brought to a proper ſenſe of 
1 duty, and is ready to coincide with your 
win, | | 

Mrs. Lin. We are infinitely bound to your la- 
dyſhip! This is lucky, indeed! Mr. Flint is now 
below, madam, and begs to be admitted. | 

L. Cath. Ah! the mon comes in the nick: 
Shew him in, the inſtant. [ Exit Mrs. Lin. 
Now, Kitty, is your time ! do na be ſhy, laſs; 
but throw out aw your attractions, and fix him 
that he canna gang back: 1 

Miß Lin. Madam, I hope to behave— 
I. Cath. Gad's mercy, how the girl trembles 
and quakes ! Come, pluck up a heart, and con- 
ſider your aw is at ſtake. 

Miſs Lin. I am afraid I ſhall be hardly able to 
ſay a ſingle No. | 

L. Cath. Suppoſe then you ſing; gi him a 
ſong ; there is nothing moves a love-ſick loon 
mair than a ſong—[ Noiſe without.] I hear the 
lad on the-ſtairs.—But let the words be aw melt- 
ing and ſoft : The Scotch tunes, you ken, are 
unco pathetic ; ſing him the Birks of Endermay, 
or the Braes of Balendine, or the—— _ 


Enter Flint and Mrs, Linnet. 


Maifter Flint, your ſervant! There, Sir, you 
ken the laſs of your heart : I have laid for you 
a pretty ſolid foundation ; but as to the editice, 
you muſt &en erect it yourſel. [ Exit. 

Flint. 


— 


HE MAI D oy BATH. 29 


Flint, Pleaſe your ladyſhip, I will do my en- 
deavour. Madam Linnet, I have made bold to 
bring you a preſent, a ſmall paper of tea, in my 
pocket: -You will order the tea-kettle on. 

Mrs. Lin. Oh, Sir, you need not have 
Flint. I won't put you to any expence. 

: 11 5 5 Exit Mrs, Lin, 
Well, Miſs ; I underſtand here by my lady, that 
 ſhe—that is, that you—with reſpect and regard 
to the—ah ! ah! won't you pleaſe to be ſeated ? 

- [ Reaches two chairs. 

Miſs Lin, Sir? My lover ſeems as confuſed 
as myſelf. I Ade. 

Hint. I ſay, Miſs, that as I was a- ſaying, 
your friends have ſpoke to you all how and 
about it. —— 6 
Miſs Lin. About it! about what? 5 

Hlint. About this here buſineſs that I come 
about. Pray, Miſs, are you fond of the country ? 

Miſs Lin, Of the country! TY RP 
Flint. Ay: Becauſe why, I think it is the moſt 
prettieſt place for your true lovers to live in; 
ſomething ſo rural! For my part, I can't ſee 
what pleaſure pretty Miſſes can take in gallop- 
ing to plays, and to balls, and ſuch expenſive 
vagaries ; there is ten times more paſtime in 

fetching walks in the fields, in plucking of dai- 
fieg— er 

Miſs Lin, Haymaking, feeding the poultry, 

and milking the cows. a 
Flint. Right, Miſs. 

Miſi Lin. It muſt be owned they are pretty 
employments for ladies. a, 

Hint. Les; for my mother uſed to ſay, who, 
between ourſelves, was a notable houſewife, 


Fools 


/ 
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Fools that are idle, 51 
May live to bite che bridle. Lon þ 


Mi 5 Lin. What a happinef to have been bred 
under ſo prudent a parent! . 
Flint, Ay, Miſs, you will have reaſon to ſay 
ſo; her maxims have put many a poune into my 
| cket. 
Miſs Lin. How does that concern me J 
Flint. Becauſe why, as the ſaying is, 


Tho' I was the maker, 
You may be the partaker. 


Miſs Lin. Sir, you are very obliging. 

Flint, I can tell you, ſuch offers are not eve 
day to be met with : Only think, Miſs, to have 

victuals and drink ly found you, Without 

colt or care on your ſide ! tenant now meat 

is ſo dear. 


Miß Lin, Conſiderations by no means to be 
lig 1 
e Moreover, chat you may live and ap- 


pear like my wife, I fully intend to Keep you a 
coach. 5 | 


Miſs Lin. Indeed ! 


Flint, Ves; and you ſhall command the horſes 
whenever you 1 unleſs during the harveſt, 
and when they are employed in plowing and cart- 


ing; becauſe the main chance muſt be minded, 
ou know. 


Miſs Lin. True, true. 

Flint, Though I don't think you will be vaſtly 
fond of coaching about; for why, we are off 
of the turnpike, and the floughs are en 
about we. 


22 
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A Lin. What, you intend to reſide in the 
country ? ITT. 
Flint. Without doubt; for then, you know, 
Miſs, I ſhall be ſure to have you all to myſelf. 


Miſs Lin. An affectionate motive l-But even 


in this happy ſtate, where the moſt perfect union 
prevails, ſome ſolitary hours will intrude, and 
the time, now and then, hang heavy on our 
hands. 

Flint, What, in the country, my dear Miſs ? 
not a minute: You will find all paſtime and 
jollity there ; for what with minding the dairy, 
dunning the tenants, preſerving and pickling, 
nurſing the children, ſcolding the ſervants, 
mending and making, roaſting, boiling, and 


baking, you won't have a moment to ſpare; 


you will be merry and happy as the days they 


are long. 


Miſt Lin. 1 am afraid the days will be hardly 


long enough to execute ſo extenſive a plan of 
enjoyment. 125 

Flint. Never you fear! I am told, Miſs, that 
you write an cs good hand. 

Miſs Lin. Pretty well, I believe. 

Flint. Then, Miſs, there is more pleafure in 
ſtore; for you may employ any leiſure time that 
you have in being my clerk, as a juſtice of 
peace: Lou ſhall ſhare ſixpence out of every 
warrant, to buy you any little thing that you 
want. . 

Miſs Lin. That's finely imagined !-—As your 
enjoyments are chiefly domeſtic, I prefume- you 
have contrived to make home as convenient as 
can be: You have, Sir, good gardens, no doubt? 
Flint. Gardens? ay, ay: Why, before the 

great parlour window there grows a couple of 
| yews, 
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yews, as tall as a maſt, and as thick as a ſteeple; 
and the boughs caſt ſo delightful a ſhade, that 


you can't fee your hand in any part of the room. 


Miſt Lin. A moſt delicate gloom ! 
Flint, And then there conflincly rooſts in the 
trees a curious couple of owls; which I won't 
ſuffer our folks to diſturb, as they make ſo rural 
a noiſe in the night | 

Miſs Lin. A moſt charming duet! 

Flint. And beſides, Miſs, they pay for their 
lodgings, as they are counted very good mouſers, 
you know. 

Mifs Lin. True; but within doors, your man- 
fion is capacious, an e 11 

Hint. Capacious? yes, yes; capacious enough: 
You may ſtretch your legs without croſſing the 
threſhold : Why, we go up and down ſtairs to 
every room of the houſe, To be ſure, at pre- 
ſent, it 1s a little out of repair ; not that it rains 


in (where the caſements are whole) at above five 


or ſix places, at preſent. 

Miſs Lin. Your proſpects are pleaſing ! 

Flint. From off the top of the leads ; for why, 
I have boarded up moſt of the windows, in or- 
der to fave paying the tax. But to my thinking, 
our bed-chamber, Miſs, is the moſt pleaſanteſt 


place in the houſe, 


Miſs Lin. Oh, Sir, you are very polite. 

Flint. No, Miſs, it is not for that; but you 
muſt know, Miſs, that there is a large bow-win- 
dow facing the Eaſt, that does finely for drying 
of herbs : It is hung round with hatchments of 


all the folks that have died in the family; and 


then the pigeon-houſe is over our heads. 
Miſs Lin. The pigeon-houſe ? 
Hint. Les; and there, every morning, we ** 
e 
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be waked by day-break with their murmuring, 
cooing and courting, that will make it as fine as 
can be. 

Miſs Lin, Raviſhing ! Well, Sir, it muſt be 
confeſſed, you have given me a moſt bewitching 
picture of paſtoral lf : your place 1s a perfect 
Arcadia! But I am afraid half the charms are 
derived from the painter's flattering pencil. 

Flint, Not heightened a bit, as yourſelf ſhall 
be judge. And then, as to company, Miſs, you 
may have plenty of that when you will; for we 
Bs as pretty a neighbourhood as a body can 
wiſh. 

Miſs Lin. Really | 

Flint, There is the widow Kilderkin, that 
keeps the Adam and Eve at the end of the town, 
quite an agreeable body ! indeed, the death of 
her huſband has drove the poor woman to tipple 
a bit ; farmer Dobbin's daughters, and Dr. Sur- 
plice, our curate, and wife, a vaſt converſible 
woman, if ſhe was not altogether ſo deaf. 

Miſs Lin. A very ſociable ſet! Why, Sir, 
placed in this paradiſe, there is nothing left you 
to wiſh, 

Flint. Yes, Miſs, but there is. 

Miſ. Lin. Ay | what can that be? 

Flint. The very ſame that our grandfather had; 
to have a beautiful Eve by my fide. Cauld I 
lead the lovely Linnet nothing loath to that 
bower—_ _ i 

Miſs Lin. Oh, exceſs of gallantry! 

Hint. Would her ſweet breath but deign to 
kindle, and blow up my hopes! 

Miſs Lin, Oh, Mr. Flint! 1 muſt not ſuffer 
this, for your ſake ; a perſon of your importance 
and rank 
| Flint. 
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Flint. A young lady, Mig, of your great me- 
rit and beauty 


Miſs Lin. A gentleman ſo accompliſhed and 


Flint. Whoſe perfections are not only the talk 
of the Bath, but of Briſtol, and the whole coun- 
try round—— 

Mifs Lin. Oh, Mr. Flint, this is too much! 

Flint, Her goodnefs, Ber grace, her duty, her 
decency, her wiſdom and wit, her ſhape, ſlim- 
neſs and ſize, with her lovely black eyes, ſo ele- 
gant, engaging, ſo modeſt, 2 pradent, ſo pious, 
and, if 1 am rightly informed, poſſeſſed of a 
ſweet pretty pipe. 

Miſs Lin. This is ſuch a profuſion 

Flint. Permit me, Miſs, to ſolicit a ſpeciment 
of your delicate ralents. 

' Miſs Lin. Why, Sir, as your extravagant com- 
pliments have left me nothing to ſay, I think the 


beſt thing I can do 1 is to ſing. 
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The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invites the tuneful birds to ſing; 

And as they warble from each ſpray, 
Love' melts the univerſal lay, &c. 


Nint. Enchanting | raviſhing ſounds ! not the 
Nine Moſes them 11 5 nor Mrs. Baddeley, is 
equal to you. 

Miſs Lin. Oh, fy! 

Flint. May 1 flatter myſelf chat the words of 
that ſong were directed to me? 

Miſs Pix Should I make ſuch a confeſſion, 1 


ſhould ill deferve' the character you have been 


pleaſed to beſtow. 
Enler 
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Enter Lady Catharine Coldſiream. 


L. Cath, Come, come, Maiſter Flint, I'll ſer 
your hert at reſt in the inſtant: you ken weel 
enow, laſſes are apt to be modeſt and ſhy ; then 
take her anſwer fra me: Prepare the miniſter, 
and aw the reſt of the tackle, and you will find 
us ready to gang to the kirk. 
a Flint, Miſs, may 1 rely on what her ladyſhip 
ſays? 

. Cath. Gad's mercy! I think the mon is be- 

witched ! he wonna take a woman of quality's 
word for ſik a trifling thing as a wife. 

Nint. Your ladyſhip 3 it all to my 
fears. Then I wil ſtraight ſet about getting the 
needful. 

L. Cath. Gang your gait as faſt as you liſt. 

Flint, Lord biel: us! I had like to have for- 
got—l have, pleaſe your ladyſhip, put up here 
in a purſe a few preſents, that if Miſs would but 
deign to accept- 

T. Cath, Ah! that's aw / wright ; : quite in the 
order of things: As maters now ſtand, there is 
no harm in her accepting of preſents fra you, 
Maiſter Flint; you may produce. 
Flint. Here is a Porto- Bello pocket · piece of 
Admiral Varnon, with his image a one ſide, and 
fix men of war only, all in full fail, on | the 
other 

L. Cath, That's a curious medallion ! 

Hint. And here is a half. crown of Queen 
Anne's, as freſh as when it came out from the 
Mint : 1 have refuſed two and eight · pence for is 
a hundred times. 

L. Cath, Yes, yes; it is in very fine preſerva- 


tion. = 
D Flint, 
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Flint. In this here paper there are two mourn- 
ing-rings ; that, which my aunt Bother'em left 
me, might ſerve very well, I ſhould think, 
for the approaching happy occafion.  _ 

TL. Cath. How! a mourning 

Flint, Becauſe why, the motto's ſo pat ; 


True, till death 
Shall ſtop my breath. 


L. Cath, Ay, ay, that contains mickle moraJi- 
ty, Meſs. | 

Flint. And here is, fourthly, a filver coral and 
bells, with only a bit broke off the coral when I 
was cutting my grinders : This was given me by 
my godfather Slingſby; and 1 hope will be in 
uſe again before the year comes about. 

L. Cath. Na doubt, na doubt! Leave that mat- 
ter to us; I warrant we impede the Flint family 
from fawing into oblivion. _ 

Flint. T hope ſo: I ſhould be glad to have a 
ſon, of my own, if ſo be, but to leave him my 
for Nne ; becauſe why, at preſent there is no mor- 
tal that I care a farthing about. 

I. Cath, Quite a philoſopher. Then diſpatch, 
Maiſter Flint, diſpatch ! bo you ken, at your 
time of life, you hanna a moment to loſe. 

Flint. True, true. Your ladyſhip's entirely 
devoted—Miſs, I am your moſt affectionate 
ſhave ! WE Exit. 

I. Cath, A ſaunzy lad, this Maiſter Flint: 
You fee, Meſs, he has a meaning in aw he does. 

Aifs Lin. Might I be permitted to alter your 
ladyſhip's words, I ſhould rather ſay, meanneſi. 

I. Cath. It is na mickle mater what the mon 
is at preſent ; wi a little management, you may 
mould him into any form that you lift. 


8 Miſs 
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| Miſs Lin. J am afraid he is not made of ſuch 
pliant materials : But, however, I have too far 
advanced to retire ; the die is caſt! I have no 
chance now, unleſs my Corydon ſhould happe 
to alter his mind. 

L. Cath, Na, Meſs : there is na danger in 
that: You may ken the treaty is concluded un- 
der my mediation ; an he ſhould dare to draw 
back, Lady Catharine Coldſtream would find 
means to puniſh his perfidy.—Come away, 
Meſs! [ Exeunt. 


ACT H. Se l. 


18 The Bear Inn. 


Sir Chriſtopher Cripple, Sour-Crout, de Jarfey, Major 


Rackett, and Poultice, diſcovered ſitting at a table. 
Sir Chriftopher Cripple. 


WE muſt take care that Flint does not ſur- 
' priſe us; for the ſcoundrel is very ſuſpi- 
cious. 

Rack. There is no danger of that; I lodged 
him ſafely at Linnet's : Button ſtands centry at 
the end of the ſtreet ; ſo that we ſhall be ioſfant- 
ly appriſed of every motion he makes. 

Poul. Well managed, my Major 

Sir Chr. Yes, yes; the cunning young dog 
| knows very well what he is about. 

Sour-Cr, Upon my vord, Major Rackett has 
very fine diſpoſition to make a : gure at ge head 
of de army ; five or fix German campaigns will 
| | D 2 | —Ah, 
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Ab, dat is de beſt ſchool in de vorld for make 
a de Mr. | 
Sir Chr, Five or fix German campaigns |! 
Sour-Cr, Ay, Chevalier; vat you ſay to dat? 
Sir Chr. O Mynheer ! nothing at all: A Ger- 
man war, for aught I know, may be a very 
good ſchool ; but it 1s a damned expenſive edu- 
cation for us, 8 | 5 
De Jar. C'eſt vrai, Chevalier; dat is all true; 
ce pay la, dat place is de grave for de French- 
man and de fine Engliſh Guinea. 

Sir Chr. True, Monſieut; but our guineas are 
rather worſe off than your men, for they ſtand 
no chance of riſing again. | 

De Far. Ha, ha, ha! dat is very vell! le Che- 
valier have beaucoup d' eſprit, great deal of wit, 
ma fol. | 9 | 3 

Rack, I think the Knight is in luck. But don't 
let us loſe fight of our ſubject! You, Gentle- 
men, are all prepared, perfect in the ſeveral parts 
you are to play? 

#8, RY, BY» | 

Rack. You, Mynheer Sour-Crout? 

Sour-Cr. 1 underſtand : I will pique his ho- 
nour ; de pride of his famille. 

Rack, Right. Poultice 

Poul, 1 will alarm him on the fide of hi 
health. | 

Sir Chr, Next to his money, the thing in the 
world he moſt minds. T 

Rack. You, de Jarſey, and Button, will em- 
ploy all your eloquence on the prudential fide of 
the—Oh, dear Jarſey ! here is a draft for the 
pipe of Port that I promiſed. 

De Jar. Dat is right. 

Rack, The only receipt to get bawds, bo- 

| | roughs, 
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roughs, or Frenchmen. [ Afide. Oh, here Bil- 


ly comes. 


Enter Button. 


Well, Billy! what news? 
Button. J am vaſt afraid all matters are con- 
cluded at laſt. 
Rack, Ay! prithee why ſo? 
Button, Becauſe why, in ten minutes after you 
went, out bolred the Squire, and hurry-ſcurried 
away to layer Lattitat's, who, you know, arreſts 
his tenants, and docs all his concarns. 
Rack. True: Well = 
Button.] ſuppoſe, to gr him orders about draw- 
ing up the writings. 
Sir Chr. Not unlikely. But you think Flint 
will come to the club ? N 
Button. There is no manner of doubt of it; 
becauſe why, he holloo'd to me from over the 
way, © What, Billy, I ſuppoſe you are bound 
* to the Bear: Well, boy, 1 ſhall be hard at 
„ your heels ;” and he ſeemed in prodigious vaſt 
ſpirits. | 
Rack. Jam miſtaken if we don't lower them a 
little. Well, Gentlemen, the time of action 
draws near. Knight, we muſt decamp. 
Sir Chr, When you will. 
Rach. I think, Sir Chriſtopher, you lodge in 
the ſam@houle with the Linnets ? 
Sir Chr, Juſt over their heads. ; 
Rack, Then thither we'll go. Ten to one, if 
our plot operates as I expect, the hero will re- 
turn to their houſe. 
Sir Chr. Moſt likely. 
Rack. We are come to a crifis, and the catal- 
trophe of our piece 5 75 be very far off. 5 
2 ir 


— 


. — — — . A Rs Tb 
\ . — —— —— —U—ů— — —— — — — — —ů— a2 — : 
2 A ah — _ — 2 — 2 — * — —_— - 5 — — —_ — _ — _ — — = 
* - 3 8 


ſolves are too firm 


40 THE MAID OF BATH. 


Sir Chr. I wiſh, like other plays, it don't end 
in a marriage. 


Rack. Then ſhall I be moſt confoundedly bit. 
But come, Knight! | 

Sir Chr. Rot you! I do as faſt as I can.—l 
can't think, Rackett, what the deuce makes 
thee ſo warm in this buſineſs ; there is certainly 
ſomething at the bottom that I don't comprehend. 
But do, Major, have pity on the poor girl: Upon 
my foul, ſhe is a ſweet little ſyren! ſo innocent 
an 

Rack. Pho, pho ! don't be abſurd! I thought 
that matter had been fully explained. This, 
Knight, is no time to look back ; but ſuppoſe 
now I ſhould have a little miſchief i in hand 

Sir Chr. How! of what kind? 

Nac. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt 
Knight, till done, and then applaud the deed!“ 

Sir Chr. It is very extraordinary, Major Rac- 
kett, if you are determined to make the devil a 


viſit, that you can't pay it alone; or, if you muſt 


have company, what a pox makes you think of 


fixing on me? - 


Rack, Hey-day! ha, ha, ha! What, in the 


vapours again? we muſt have ſome more 
punch. 


Sir Chr, You are miſtaken ; that won't have 
power to change the ſtate of my mind : My re- 


Rack. And who wiſhes to break them > I on- 
ly aſk your àſſiſtance to-night; and your re- 
formation, you recollect, don't begin till to- 
morrow. 

Sir Chr. That's true, indeed: But no human 
power ſhall prevail on me to put it off any longer 
than to-morrow. 


Rack, 
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Rack. Or the next day at furtheſt. 
Sir Chr, May I be damn'd if I do! 
| [ Exeunt Rack, and Sir Chr. 

Poul. Come, lads, light your pipes! Which 
of us ſhall be firſt to attack ? Billy— 

Button, Won't it be rather too bold for me. to 
begin ? 

Piul. Then let us leave it to chance. —Huſhl 
I hear him lumbering in ! compoſe your looks ; 
let his reception be ſolemn and grave. 

Button. Leave that chair for him. 


Enter Flint, 


Flint. How fares it, my lads ?—W ell, boys, 
matters are ſettled at lat; ; the little Kate has 
complied, and to-morrow is fixed for the day. 

Poul. You have ſettled it then ? 

Flint. As firm as a rock. 

Poul. So you can't retreat, if you would ? 

Flint, Retreat | I have no ſuch deſign. 

Poul. You ha'n't ? 

Flint. No, to be ſure, you great fool | What 
the deuce would Poultice be at? 

Poul. Nay then, neighbours, what we have | 
been ſaying will juſt ſignify nothing. 

Flint. Saying ! why, you have not heard that 
is, nobody-——— _ 

Poul. No, nothing very material—only—bur 
as the matter is carried ſo far— 

Flint. So far! why, I hope you have not found 
out any flaw ! Kitty has not 

Poul. No, no; nothing of that; no, upon 
my word! J believe, a very modeſt, prudent, 
good girl, neighbours. _. 

All. No manner of doubt. | 

Flint, Well then ? but what a plague 1s the 

D 4 meaning 
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meaning of this ? you all fit as filent and glum— 
why, can't you ſpeak out, with a pox ? 

Poul. Why, *Squire, as we are all your fixed 
friends, we' have been canvaſling this matter 
amongſt us. 

Flint, You have ? 

Poul. Marriage, you know very well, is no 
trifling affair; too much caution and care can't 
be uſed. peter 

Flint, That 1 firmly believe, which has made 
me defer it ſo long. 

Poul. Pray lend me your hand; how is the 
ſtate of your health? do you find yourſelf hearty 
and ſtrong? . 

Hint. I think ſo; that is, I—you ha'n't ob- 
ſerved any bad ſymptoms of late? 

Poul. No; but you uſed to have pains flying 
about you. 355 

Flint, Formerly ; but ſince I have fixed my 
gout to a fit, they are gone : that, indeed, Jays 
me up for four or five months in a year. 3 

Poul. A pretty long ſpell: And, in ſuch a 
caſe, now, do you think that marriage 

Flint, The moſt beſt receipt in the world: 
Why, that, man, was one of my motives: 
Wives, you know, are allowed to make very 

nurſes. 

Poul. That, indeed 

Flint. Ay; and then they are always at hand; 
and, beſides, they don't coſt one a farthing. 

Poul. True, true. Why, you look very jolly, 
and freſh ; does not he? | 

All. Exceedingly. 3 

Poul. Yet he can't be leſs than let me ſee 
Wasn't you under old Syntax at Wells ? 

Flint, He died the year I left ſchool. 


- 


Poul, 
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Poul. That muſt be a good forty years ſince. 

Flint, Come ſheep-ſhearing next. 

Poul. Then, Squire, you are hard upon ſixty. 

Flint, Not far away, Maſter Poultice. 

Poul. And Miſs Linse seh Lou are a 
bold man ! Not but there are inſtances, where 
men have ſurvived many years ſuch diſpropor- 
tionate marriages as theſe. 

Flint. Survived ! and why ſhould they not ? 

Poul. But then their ſtamina muſt: be prodi- 
giouſly ſtrong. 

Flint, Stamina 

Poul, Let us fee, Button! there was Dr. 
Dotage, that married the Devonſhire girl; he 
had a matter of. 


Button. No, no; he dropped off in ſix 
months. 

Poul. True, true; I had forgot. 

Flint. Lord have mercy | _ 

Button, Indeed, an old maſter of mine, Sir 
Harry O' Tuff, is alive, and walks about to this 
day. e 8 | 
Flint . | 

Poul, But you forget where Sir Harry was 
born, and how ſoon his lady eloped. : 

Button. In the honey-moon ; with Captain 
Pike, of the guards: I mind it full well. 
Poul. That, indeed, alters the caſe. 

Flint. Well, but, Billy, you are not ſerious 
in this ? you don't think there is any danger of 
death ? 

Button, As to the matter of death, the Doc- 
tor knows better than I, becauſe why, that hes 
in his way: But I ſhall never forget Colonel 
Crazy, one of the beſt cuſtomers that 2% 

ad ; 
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had ; I never think of him without dropping a 
tear. 

Flint. Why? what was the matter with him? 
Button. Married Lady Barbary Bonnie, as it 
might be about midnight on Monday 

Flint. Well 

Button. But never more ſaw the ſweet face of 
the ſun. | 

Flint, What! did he die? 

Button, Within an hour after throwing the 


ſtocking. 
Flint. Good Lord | that was dreadful indeed! 
Of what age might he be? 


Button. About your time of life. 
Flint, That is vaſtly alarming. Lord bleſs me, 
Bull, I am all of a tremble ! 


Button, Ay, truly, it behoves your honour to 


conſider what you are about. 


Flint. True. 

Button. Then, what a world of money muſt 
go! running forwards and backwards to town, 
and jaunting to ſee all the fine fights in the 
Placem— * 

Flint, 1 ſha'n't take her to many of them : 
perhaps I may y kr her the Parliament-houſe, 
the plays, and Boodles, and Bedlam, and my 
Lord-Mayor, and the lions. 

Button. And then the vaſt heap of fine cloaths 
you muſt make—— 

Flint, What occaſion for that ? 

Button. As you ar'n't known, there is no do- 
ing without; becauſe why, every body paſſes 
there for what they appears. 

Flint, Right, Billy; but I believe I have found 
out a way to do that pretty cheap. 

Button, Which way may be that ? 


Flint. 
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Flint. You have ſeen the miniſter that's come 
down to tack us together —— 

Button. I have: Is he a fine man in the pul- 
pit? 
bs Flint. He don't care much to meddle with 
that ; but he is a prodigious patriot, and a great 
politician to boot. 

Button. Indeed? | 

Flint, And he has left behind him, at Paris, a 
choice collection of curious rich cloaths, which 
he has promiſed to ſell me a pennorth. 

Poul. Pho! what Billy talks of are trifles to 
the evils you are to expect: To have a young 
girl break in upon all your old ways ; your after- 
noon's nap interrupted, and perhaps not ſuffered 
to take your pipe of a night | 

Flint, No? TD 

Poul. All your former friends forbidden your 
houſe | 5 
Hint. The fewer comes in, the leſs will go 
out: I ſha'n't be very ſorry for that 
Poul. To make room for her own numerous 
clan 3 | 
Flint. Not a foul of them ſhall enter the 
doors. | 5 

Poul. A brood of babes at your board, whoſe 
fathers ſhe herſelf won't find it eaſy to name 

Flint, To prevent that, I'll lock her up in a 
room. f 
Poul. The King's-Bench will break open the 
door. | 
Flint. Then I'll turn her out of the houſe. 
Poul. Then her debts will throw you into a 
gaol. 3 
1 Flint, Who told you ſo? 
Poul. A dozen of proctors. 


- 
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Flint, Then I will hang myſelf out of the 
way. 

Poul. So ſhe will become poſſeſſed of her 
jointure, and her creditors forecloſe your eſtate. 

Flint. What a miſerable poor toad is a huſ- 
band, whoſe misfortunes not even death can re- 
heve ! 

Button. Think of that, Squire, before it be 
too late. | 


Flint, Well, but, friends, neighbours, what 


the deuce can I do? Are you all of a mind? 


Die Jar. All, all; dere is no queſtion at all. 
What, a garcon of your antient famille, to take 


up with a pauvre petite bourgoiſe a? 


Flint. Does that never happen in France? 

De Jar. Never, but when Monſieur de Baron 
is very great beggar, and de bourgoiſe has damn'd 
deal de guinea. . 

Poul. That is none of our caſe. 

- Flint. No, no. Mynheer, do your people ne- 
ver make up ſuch matches? 

Sour-Cr; Never, never; What! a German 
diſhonour his ſtock ! Why, Meſter Flint, ſhould 
Miſtreſs Linnet bring you de children for de 
ten generations to come, they could not be choſe 
de Canons de Stratſbourg. 

Flint. No? es 

Poul. So, Squire, take it which way you will, 
what dreadful danger you run 

Hint. I do. 

Poul. Loſs of friends- 

Button. Pipe and afternoon's nap 

Seur-Cr. Your famille gone to de dogs 

De Far. Your peace of mind to de devil — 

Poul. Your health —— | 

Button. Your wealth—— _ 


Paul. 
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Poul. Plate, money, and manors 

All. Your 

Flint, Enough, dear neighbours, ld I 
feel it, I feel it too well! Lord have mercy, what 
a miſerable ſcrape am I in! And here too, not 
an hour ago, it coſt me the Lord knows what in 
making her preſents. 

Poul. Never mind that; you had better part 
with half you are worth in the world. 

Flint. True, true, — Well, then, I'll go and 
break off all matters this minute. 

Poul. The wiſeſt thing you can do. 

Button. The ſooner the better. 

Flint. No doubt, no doubt in the And 

yet, Button, ſhe 1s a vaſt pretty girl: I ſhould 
be heartily ſorry to loſe her. Doſt think one 
could not get her on eaſier terms than on 
marriage? 

Button. It is but trying, however. 

Flint, To tell truth, Billy, I have always 
had that in my head; and, at all events, I 
have thought of a project that will an{wer my 
purpoſe. 

Button. Ay, Squire! what is it? 

Flint. No matter. — And, do you hear, Billy? 
ſhould I get her conſent, if you will take her off 
my hands, and marry her when I begin to grow 
tired, I'll ſettle ten pounds a- Fear upon you, for 
both your lives. 

Button, Without paying the taxes ? 

Flint. That matter we will talk of hereafter. 

[ Exit. 

Poul. So, ſo! we have ſettled this buſineſs, 
however. 

Button. No more thoughts of is taking a- 
wife. 


Poul. 
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Poul. He would ſooner be tied to a gibbet. 
But, Billy, ſtep after him (they will let you in at 
Sir Chriſtopher Cripple's) and bring us, Bill, a 
faithful account. 3 

Button, I will, Iwill. But where ſhall you be? 
Poul. Above, in the Phœnix; we won't ſtir 
out of the houſe. But be very exa&t! 

Button. Never fear. þ [ Excunt. 


A Chamber. 
Miſs Linnet alone. 


Miſs Lin. Heigh-ho! what a ſacrifice am I 
going to make! but it is the will of thoſe who 
have a right to all my obedience; and to that 
I will ſubmit.— Loud knocking at the door. Bleſs 
me! who can that be at this time of night?— 
Our friends may err; and projects, the moſt 
Rr pointed, may 5 of their aim: 
But age and experience demand reſpect and at- 
tention, and the undoubted kindneſs of our 
parents* defigns claims, on our part, at leaſt a 
grateful and ready compliance. 


Enter Nancy. 


Miſs Lin. Nancy, who was that at the door? 
Nang, Mr. Flint, Miſs, begs the favour of 
ſpeaking five words to you. b 3 

Miſs Lin. I was in hopes to have had this 
night at leaſt to myſelf. Where is my mother? 
_ Nancy. In the next room, with Lady Ca- 
tharine, conſulting about your cloaths fe the 
morning. 5 
Miſi Lin. He is here, —Very well; you may 
S0. | : [Exit Nancy. 


Enter 
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Flint, She is alone, as I wiſhed. —Mifs, 1 
beg pardon for intruding at this time of night: 

ut 
Miſs Lin. Sir) | 

Flint. You can't wonder that I defire to enjoy 
your good company every minute I can. 

Miſs Lin. Thoſe minutes a ſhort ſpace will 
place, Mr. Flint, in your power: If till then 
you had permitted me to- _ 5 

Flint. Right. But to ſay truth, I wanted to 
have a little ſerus talk with you of how and about 
it. I think, Miſs, you agree, if we marry, to 
go off to the country directly. E 

Miſs Lin. If we marry? is it then a matter of 
doubt? 

Hint. Why, I will tell you, Miſs: With 
regard to myſelf, you know, I am one of the 
moſt antienteſt families in all the country 
round . 

Miſs Lin. Without doubt. | 

Hint. And as to money and lands, in theſe 
parts, I believe, few people can match me. 

Miſs Lin, Perhaps not. 

Flint. And as to yourſelf, (I don't ſpeak in a 
_ diſparaging way) your friends are low folks, and 
your fortune juſt nothing at all. 

Miſs Lin. True, Sir: But this is no new diſ- 
covery; you have known this ; 

Flint, Hear me out. Now as I bring all 
theſe good things on my fide, and you have 
nothing to give me in return but your love, I 
ought to be pretty ſure of the poſſeſſion of that. 
Miſs Lin, J hope the properly diſcharging - 

the 
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the duties of that condition, which I am ſhortly 


to owe to your favour, will give you convincing 
proofs of my gratitude, 


Flint, Your gratitude, Miſs! but we talk of 


your love! and of that I muſt have plain and 


poſitive proofs. _ 

Miſs Lin, Proofs! of what kind? 

Flint, To ſteal away directly with me to my 
lodgings—— — 

Miſs Lin. Your lodgings | 
Flint. There paſs the night; and in the morn- 
ing, the very minute we riſe, we will march away 
to the Abbey. | 

Miſs Lin. Sir! f 

Flint, In ſhort, Miſs, I muſt have this token 
of your love, or not a ſyllable more of the 
marriage. 

| Miſs Lin. Give me patience | 

Flint. Come, Miſs! we have not a moment to 


loſe; the coaſt is clear: Should ſomebody come, 
you will put it out of my power to do what 1 


deſign. _. 
Miſs Lin® Power? Hands off, Mr. Flint! 
Power ? I promiſe you, Sir, you ſhall never have 


me in your power! 


Flint, Hear, Miſs! 

Miſs Lin. Deſpicable wretch! From what part 
of my character could your vanity derive a 
hope that I would ſubmit to your infamous 
purpoſe? 

Hint. Don't be in a 

Miſs Lin. To put origciple out of hs; queſ- 
tion, not a creature that had the leaſt 5 a 
of pride could fall a victim to ſuch a contemp- 


tible 


Flint, Why, but, Miſs | 
| | Miſs Lin. 
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Miſs Lin. It is true, in compliance with the 

earneſt requeſt of my friends, I had conſented 

to ſacrifice my peace to their pleaſure: and, 

ee reluctant, would have given you my 

1and. | 
Flint, Vaſtly well! 

* Mifs Lin. What motive, but obedience to 
them, could I have had in forming an union with 
you? Did you preſume I was ſtruck with your 
perſonal merit, or think the ſordidneſs of your 
mind and manners would tempt me? 

Flint. Really, Miſs, this is carrying—— _ 
Miſs Lin, You have wealth, I confeſs; but 
where could have been the advantage to me? 
As a reward for becoming your drudge, I might 
perhaps have received a ſcanty ſubſiſtence; for I 
could hardly ſuppoſe.you would grant the free uſe 
of that to your wife, which your meanneſs had 
denied to yourſelf. | 
 _ Flint. So, fo, fo! By and bye ſhe will alarm 
the whole houſe! _ 8 
Miſs Lin. The whole houſe? the whole town 
ſhall be told! Sure, the greateſt misfortune that 
Poverty brings in its train, is the ſubjecting us 
to the inſults of wretches like this, who have no 
other merit than what their riches beſtow on 
them. ” mo 
Flint, What a damnable vixen! | 
Miſs Lin. Go, Sir! leave the houſe! I am 
alhamed you have had the power to move me; 
and never more let me be ſhocked. with your 
fight! 


Enter Lady Catharine and Mrs. Linnert. 


I. Cath, How's aw wi you within ?—Gad's 
mercy, what's the mater wi Meſs? I well hope, 
E Maiſter 


j 
| 
f 
| 
; 
| 
| 


52 THE MAID OF BATH, 


| Maiſter Flint, it is nae you wha ha ſet her 2 


wailing. | 
Ars Lin. Kitty, my love! | 
Ms Lin. A modeſt propoſal of that gentle- 
man's making | | | 
L. Cath. Of what kind? 


Miſs Lin. Only this moment to quit wy father 


and you, and take up my lodging with him. 


L. Cath. To-night! aw that is quite out of 
the order of things; that is ne'er done, Maiſter 
1 "I till after te ceremony of the nuptials is 
aid. 

Flint, No? then, I can tell your ladyſhip, it 
will never be done. | 

L. Cath, How! 


Enter Major Rackett, Sir Chriflopher Cripple, and 
. Button, | 


Sir Chr, We beg pardon for taking the liberty 
to come in, Mrs. Linnet; but we were afraid 


ſome accident might have happened to Miſs. 


Mr. Lin. There has, Sir. 
Rack. Of what kind? | 
Mrs, Lin. That worthy gentleman, under pre- 
tence of friendſhip to us, and honourable views 


to my daughter, has hatched a treacherous deſign 
Inevitably to ruin my child. 


Sir Chr, What, he? Flint? 

Mrs. Ling Even he. 

Sir Chr, An impudent ſon of a—Billy, lead 
me up, that I may take a peep at the puppy.— 


Your ſervant, young gentleman ! what, is it true 


that we hear? A ſweet ſwain this, to tempt a 
virgin to fin! Why, Old Nick has made a miſ- 
take here he uſed to be more expert in his angling 

HR —for 


THE MAID OF BATH. 53 


—for what female on earth can be got to catch at 
this bait? | 

L. Cath, Haud, haud you, Sir Chriſtopher 
Cripple! let Maiſter Flint and I have a ſhort con- 
ference upon the occaſion.—T find, Maiſter Flint, 

ou ha made a little miſtake ; but marriage will 
et aw maters right the inſtant: I ſuppoſe 
you perſevere to gang wi Mes to kirk in the 
morning. 

Flint. No, madam; nor the evening neither. 

L. Cath. Mercy a Gad! what, do you refuſe to 
ratify the preliminaries? 

Flint, | don't ſay that neither. 

Sir Chr. Then name the time in which you will 
fulfil them: A week? 5 

L. Cath. A fortnight? 

Mrs Lin, A month? 

Flint. 1 won't be bound to no time. LD 

Rack. A raſcally evaſion of his, to avoid an 
action at law. 3 Peg : 
Sir Chr, But, perhaps, he may be diſappointed 
in that. 3 1 

L Cath. Well, but, Maiſter Flint, are you 
willing to make Meſs a pecuniary acknowledge- 
ment . the damage ? 

Hint. J have done her no damage, and I'll. 
make no reparation. 

| Rack, Twelve honeſt men of your country may 
happen to differ in judgment. ' 

Flint. Let her try, it ſhe will. 

Sir Chr. And I promiſe you ſhe ſha'n't be to 
ſeek for the means. 
I. Cath. If you be nae afraid o' the laws, ha 
you nae ſenſe o ſhame? 

Rack. He ſenſe of ſhame ? 

L. Cath, Gad's wull, it ſha' cum to the proof: 

| E 2 You 
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You mun ken, gued folk, at Edinbrugh, laiſt 

winter, I got acquainted with Maiſter Foote, the 
e I wull get him to bring the filthy 
oon on the ſtage—— 

Sir Chr. And expoſe him to the contempt of ; 
the world; he richly deſerves it. 

Flint. Ay, he may write, you may rail, and 
the people may bil, s, and what care I? | have 
that at home that will keep up my ſpirits. 

L. Cath. At hame? 
N Rach. The wretch means his money. 

Flint. And what better friend can any man 
have? tell me the place where its influence fails? 
aſk that gentleman how he got his cockade. 
Money! I know its worth, and therefore can't 

too carefully keep it: At this very inſtant I have 
a proof of its value; it enables me to laugh at 
that ſqueamiſh impertinent girl, and deſpiſe the 
weak efforts of your impotent malice: Call me 
| forth to your courts when you pleaſe; that will 
; procure me able defenders, and good witneſſes 
too, if they are wanted. [ Exit. 

Sir Chr, Now there's a fellow that will never 

reform! | 
Rack. You had better let him alone; it is in 
| yain to expect juſtice or honour from him: What 
a moſt contemptible cur is a miſer! 

Sir Chr. Ten thouſand times worſe than a high- 
wayman : That poor devil only pilters from Peter 
or Paul, and the money is ſcattered as ſoon as 
received; but the wretch thata ccumulates for the 
ſake of ſecreting, annihilates what was intended 
for the uſe of the world, and 1s a robber of the 
whole human race. 

Rack. And of himſelf into the bargin. 
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Button. For all the world like a magpie; he 
ſteals for the mere pleaſure of hiding. 

Rack, Well obſerved, little Bill. 

Button, Why, he wanted to bring me into his 
plot: yes; he made propoſals for me to marry 
Miſs after his purpoſe was ferved—— _ 

Sir Chr. How! | 

Button, But he was out in his man! let him give 
his caſt cloaths to his coachman; Billy Button 
can afford a new ſuit of his own. 

Rack. I don't doubt it at all. 

Button, Fellow! 1 am almoſt reſolved never to 
ſet another ſtitch for him as long as I live. 

Sir Chr, Right, Button, right. But where is 
Miſs Kitty ?—Come hither, my chicken! Faith, 
I am heartily glad you are rid of this ſcoundrel? 
and if ſuch a crippled old fellow as I was worthy 
your notice But, hold, Kate! there is another 
chap I muſt guard you againit—— 

Miſs Lin. Another, Sir! who? 

Sir Chr, Why, this gentleman. 

Rack, Me? 

Sir Chr. Ay, you: Come, come, major, don't 
think you can impoſe upon a cunning old ſportſ- 
man like me. 

Rack, Upon my ſoul, Sir Chriſtopher, you 
make me bluſh. 

Sir Chr. Oh, you are deviliſh modeſt, I know! 
But to come to the trial at once. 1 have ſome 
reaſon to believe, major, you are fond of this 
girl; and, thai her want of fortune mayn't plead 
your excuſe, I don't think I can better begin my 
plan of reforming than by a compliment paid to 
her virtue: Then, take her, and with her two 
thouſand guineas in hand. 

Mrs Liz. How, Sir! 

Sir Chr, 
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Sr Chr. And expect another good ſpell, when 
Monſieur le Fevre ſets me free from the gout. 

Button. Pleaſe your worſhip, Ill accept her 
with half. 4 

L Cath. Gi me leave, Sir Chriſtopher, to 
throw in the wedow's mite on the happy occaſion: | 
The bride's garment, and her dinner, ſhall be 
furniſhed by me. 

Sir Chr. Cock-a-leck ſoup 3 

L. Cath, Sheep's we Aged, and haggies in 
plenty. 

Sir Chr. Well ſaid, Lady Catharine, 

Mifs Lin. How, Sir, ſhall 1 acknowledge this 
goodneſs? 

Sir Chr, By ſaying nothing about it—Well, 
Sir! we wait your anſwer. 

Rack. I think the lady ene firſt be conſulted: 
_ I ſhould be ſorry a freſh proſecution ſhould follow 
ſo faſt on the heels of the 

Sir Chr, Come, come, no rrifling! your 110 
lution at once. 

Rack. | recelve, then, your offer with pleaſure, 

Sir Chr, Miſs! 
Miſs Lin. Sir, there is a little account to be firſt 
ſettled between this gentlemanandanold unhappy 
acquaintance of mine. 

Sir Chr, Who? 

Miſs Lin. The major can gucſs—the unhappy 
Miſs Prim. 

Sir Chr. You ſee, major, your old fins are 
riſi*7 in judgment. 

Kick. | believe, madam, I can fatisfy that. 

Mifs Lin. J ſha'n't give you the trouble.— 
But firſt, let me return you all my moſt grateful 


thanks for your kind intentions towards me: I 
know 
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know your generous motives, and feel their 
value, I hope, as I ought; but might I be per- 
mitted to chuſe, I beg to remain in the ſtation I | 
am: My little talents have hitherto received the + 
publick. protection, nor, whilſt I continue to 
deſerve, am I the leaf} afraid of loſing, my 
patrons. _ 1 tg [ Exeunt. 
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FNONFIDING in the juſtice of the place, 

To you The Maid of Bath ſubmits her caſe : 

Wronged, and defeated of three ſeveral ſpouſes, 

She lays her damages for nine full houſes. 

Well, Sirs, you've heard the parties, pro and cor. 

Do the pro's carry it? ſhall the ſuit goon ? 

Speak hearts for us! to them we make appeal : 

Tell us not what you think, but what you feel: 

Aſk us, Why bring a private cauſe to view ? 

We anſwer with a ſigh—becauſe *tis true: 

For tho invention is our Poet's trade, 


Here he but copies parts which others played. 


For on a ramble, late one ſtarry night, 

With Aſmodeo, his familiar ſprite, 

High on the wing, by his conductor's fide, 

'This guilty ſcene the indignant Bard deſcried ; 
Soaring in air, his ready pen he drew, 

And daſh'd the glowing ſatire as he flew : 

For in theſe rank luxuriant times, there needs 
Some ſtrong bold hand to pluck the noxious weeds. 
The rake of ſixty, crippled hand and knee, 

Who ſins on claret, and repents on tea; 

The witleſs macaroni, who purloins | 

A few cant words, which ſome pert gambler coins; 
The undomeſtick Amazonian dame . 


Staunch to her coterie, in deſpite of Fame; 


Theſe are the victims of our Poet's plan: 

But moſt, that monſter an unfeeling man. 
When ſuch a foe provokes him to the fight, 
Tho' maim'd, out ſallies the puifſant knight; 
Like Withrington, maintains the glorious ſtrife, 
And only yields his laurels— with his life. 
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